CHAPTER 80 


July 2, 2011 


“Hell—Whoa, hey!” 


Justin had opened the door to his house only to be pounced by Chie almost 
immediately, her arms wrapped completely around his backside. Justin’s face had 
turned red almost instantly. Maya was already gone, Yosuke having dragged her out 
of the house again, so it wasn’t so much that he was embarrassed to get caught in 
a position like this. It was just he hadn’t expected it. Chie was smiling a bright smile 
as she looked up from her embrace with Justin. She was thrilled to finally be able to 
get out of the house on her own accord. No wheelchairs, no being carried around; 
just her and her two feet. It might sound ridiculous, but she hadn’t really been this 
happy in god only know how long. Probably since her and Justin first hooked up. She 
recalled knocking some stuff over by accident while she was on the phone with 
Yukiko telling her about it; so she was probably jumping about a little too much. 


“Whoa, what’s this for...?” Justin spoke up, his cheeks red. Chie just sort of laughed 
a bit, a wide grin on her face. It was always humorous when she managed to 
embarrass Justin. The guy very rarely got embarrassed, so when he did it was 
usually a very out of character moment for Justin. A very cute one if she might say 
so. Even under that hard exterior, Justin could be pretty damn timid; something that 
was very apparent by the way he always withdrew his skull slightly, averting eye 
contact as his cheeks grew the brightest red she had ever seen. It was as though 
despite everything that Justin was, Chie could bring out this hidden side of Justin 
that he only shared with her. In a way, it was something very special between the 
two; something Chie held very dear. 


“They said | could finally get out of the bed!” Chie shouted with glee as she let go of 
Justin. Her face had a slight pink tint to her cheeks. She was pretty damn excited 
right now. Justin wished he could return the sentiment; he really did. But he 
couldn’t; his mind was somewhere else entirely. After reading all those things Maya 
had written down in her journal, he was finding it hard to think of anything else. He 
wasn’t really sure how to feel about it, to be honest. Maya had saved his life; there 
was no doubt about it. But at what cost? She shot a man dead that day; she was 
technically a murderer. Justin didn’t blame her. It was self-defense, and the guy was 
a scumbag... But even then he felt sort of uncomfortable around her. He just wasn’t 
sure how to handle the situation at this point. Should he even bring it up? And if he 
did, what would he say? How would she react? His mind was a mess at this point. 
What do you do when you find out your best friend is a murderer? 


“Well, | meant the hug, but alright...” Justin choked up, his face still beat red with 
embarrassment, rubbing at his arm a bit. Chie just sort of twisted her head off to 


the side a bit. Well that was a stupid question; why WOULDN'T she give him a hug? 
He WAS her boyfriend, and well... 


Ah forget it; it’s not important right now. 


“Well it doesn’t hurt so much moving my arms around, now that my rib’s all 
healed.” Chie giggled slightly, her eyes closed and her head tipped to the side. 


“That... Still doesn’t really answer my question.” Justin tipped his head a bit. Jesus, 
Chie seemed to be ignoring the question entirely. Chie’s grin faded slightly as she 
opened her eyes back up, though she was certainly still smiling. 


“Well it’s always nice knowing | can.” She chuckled a bit. Well that’s as good a 
reason as any Justin supposed. Though, what made that the first thing on Chie’s list 
of things to do when she got better was beyond him. He was... Well, flattered, 
really. It just meant that he was on her thoughts while she laid in that bed for the 
last week. He just hoped she was thinking of him in a positive light. Chie continued 
to smile widely at Justin, though that slowly started to fade as she noticed Justin 
looking off in the distance. His thoughts were clearly somewhere else; and given the 
look on his face, they weren’t entirely pleasant ones. “Hey... Are you okay?” She 
eventually spoke up, a slight look of concern on her face. 


“Huh? Oh, uh... Yeah.” Justin stuttered slightly before trying to bullshit Chie. He 
should know by now that Chie could read him like an open book. Not that he was a 
very hard person to read anyway, but Chie in particular knew the tell-tale signs of 
something being very wrong. And Justin was exhibiting them very much right now. 
She didn’t know what happened, but she did know it couldn’t possibly be good. She 
shook her head slightly, placing her hands on her hips. 


“C’mon... You can tell me...” She coaxed Justin, calling him out on his fib. Justin 
sighed slightly, crossing his arms. This wasn’t just something he could tell people. 
We were talking about Maya committing the ultimate crime... Could he really trust 
Chie with this information? He trusted her with everything really; but he knew what 
Chie’s stance on crime was, and let’s face it: Chie didn’t have a very high 
perception of Maya as it was. But that look Chie was giving Justin right now, 
pleading with him to give up the gist, the look in her eyes that sparkled and pierced 
through his very heart... Maybe... Maybe she should know. She was better at 
handling people anyway; she’d know what to do. 


“Alright... Fine. But I’m warning you ahead of time; you’re not going to like it.” 
Chie’s eyes widened almost immediately. Hold on just one second; what the hell 
was Justin going to say that she wasn’t going to like it. Did... Did it pertain to her? 
Oh please for the love of god, let me just be imagining things. Justin could tell she 
was a bit worried already; he probably could have worded that better. All the same, 
he couldn’t just tell her outright. This was something she needed to see for herself. 
“Come inside...” 


Chie hesitantly walked through the door, grabbing at her wrist a bit as she entered 
Justin’s household. This was the first time she had been here in a while. In a way, it 
was nostalgic; especially since this was where the really started to hang out when 
they first started dating. It was quiet, private... Just the two of them together. She 
wondered if that was an intentional choice on Justin’s part, or if he just couldn’t 
think of anywhere else to hang out. | mean, Justin could be a romantic at times; but 
she wasn’t sure that had been one of those times. And besides, nostalgia aside, this 
wasn’t the time for all those warm and fuzzy feelings. She got a sinking feeling as 
she walked through that door and made her way over to the couch next to Justin. It 
was quiet for a while as Justin fiddled around with an iPod touch that had been 
resting on the living room table. It seemed Maya had completely forgotten it this 
morning. That or she figured she didn’t need it. Actually... speaking of Maya... 


“Hey... Where’s Maya?” Chie questioned. She never really saw her around town, 
and Justin was always complaining about how she sat in front of that television 
screen for hours on end. She had just sort of assumed Maya never left the house. It 
seems that the opposite was the case however. Hell, they wouldn’t even be having 
this conversation right now if she DIDN'T leave the house. Justin sighed a bit having 
finally found the entry he had been starring at the day before. He contemplated for 
a moment if he was going to tell Chie the truth... Every fiber of his being said no... 
But he did anyway. 


“That’s... sorta what | want to talk about...” Chie’s eyes immediately widened. Now, 
it should have been way too soon to make any conclusion as to what Justin wanted 
to talk about, but she jumped the gun all the same. The way he had seemed so 
unreceiving of her embrace at the door, how he hadn't really looked at her despite 
her recovery, how he nervously brought Maya into the topic. Was Justin dumping 
her for Maya? That tramp! Chie wasn’t sure whether she should cry right now or 
beat the leaving shit out of Justin. She decided on neither though when Justin 
passed the iPod in his hand off to Chie. She was confused to say the least. 


“Huh? What’s this for?” She questioned starring at the iPod. It read December 11, 
2009 at the top, followed by a shitload of words. Chie wasn’t much of a reader, 
admittedly, so she was sort of hoping Justin would just give her the summary. He 
wasn’t. This wasn’t just something he could explain... You had to read it in Maya’s 
own words to really understand the motivation, everything she had gone through. 
Justin sighed a bit as Chie looked at the screen trying to decipher what she was 
looking at. 


“It’s Maya’s iPod. She’s been keeping a journal on there for the last five or so 
years.” Justin explained. Chie damn near dropped the thing, trying to throw away 
the evidence she had been snooping through Maya’s shit. Holy shit, this was such 
an invasion of privacy. Chie started making slight sounds of disgust, as though she 
had just touched a dead pig fetus or something. 


“What the hell are you doing going through her diary!” Chie shouted at Justin. 


“Stop. This is important.” Chie was going to continue scolding Justin, but when he 
had made that remark, a very depressed looking expression on his face... 
Something wasn’t quite right. This wasn’t just about prying through someone’s 
secrets. This was something much bigger than that, something much more 
important to Justin. “That’s the entry for the day Maya ran away. The big incident in 
California. It’s uh... Got some interesting stuff in there...” Justin continued, avoiding 
eye contact. He had a lot on his mind, and no doubt staring Chie straight in the eyes 
would knock him out of his train of thought. It almost always did. 


“Wait... you mean...” 


“Yeah. | know it’s going to be tough, but | need you to read the entire thing.” Chie 
shot her gaze back and forth between the iPod and Justin. He was dead serious, a 
very grim look on his face. She didn’t know what this was about, but clearly it struck 
Justin in a less than superficial manner. And so, she sighed a bit before starring at 
the screen, slowly reading the words typed into its database. Justin all the while was 
stuck there watching her reaction for minutes on end. It was only about two minutes 
in that her eyes had widened with disbelief. 


“She sent the fucking mafia after you!?” Chie shouted. Justin was a little caught off 
guard by Chie dropping the f-bomb. She VERY rarely swore as it was, thanks to her 
upbringing, let alone something as heavy as that. Clearly she was caught very off 
guard by Maya’s betrayal. She barely knew Maya, but she did know that she was 
very close to Justin. Very VERY close. This just didn’t seem like her at all. But she 
didn’t care. Nobody hurts Justin like that... NOBODY. Justin just shook his head 
Slightly. He didn’t blame Maya for that; really. She had a gun to her head, and she 
had a choice. And look at it this way; Maya had a family she needed to help, that 
wasn’t making enough income to get by. What did Justin do? Get beaten everyday 
by his father? Honestly, if his father hadn’t died when he did, who even knows... 
Maybe he would have gotten killed regardless of what Maya chose. It was a choice 
between the lesser of the two evils, and it just so happened that killing Justin off 
was the lesser crime. It saddened him a bit, but he understood. 


“She had a gun to her head. | don’t condone what she did, but | do understand why 
she did it.” Justin casually tried to explain. 


“W-Well, yeah, but...” 


“Don’t hold it against her. She just panicked is all. Besides... That’s not the part I’m 
concerned about.” Justin casually explained, nodding back towards the iPod in 
Chie’s hand. “Keep reading.” Chie was a little hesitant to listen to Justin’s command. 
She didn’t want to read anymore of this shit, especially if Justin claimed it got 
worse. Her entire perception of Maya had been warped from but a few paragraphs; 
and Justin said that wasn’t the part that worried her. Uh-uh... She wanted out. But 


looking Justin in the eyes... He needed this... He needed someone to read this and 
tell him what to do; he just couldn’t figure it out on his own. 


And so she kept reading. And for a good ten or so minutes the room was silent as 
Chie read, looks of shock passing and going... Especially when she read Maya had 
shot and killed Falcone... She... She didn’t know what to think anymore. Maya had 
gone out of her way to correct the mistake she made, saved Justin, and put six 
bullets through the chest of a corrupt mafia leader. Hell, if she hadn’t done 
anything, Justin could have died that day... But she was still a killer all the same. 
And that’s why she ran. Sure, she thought she was a burden to everyone she loved, 
but that wasn’t quite as much of a driving force as being throw in cuffs for the rest 
of her life. It was just a wonder the cops never caught her. They must have just not 
been trying very hard; after all, who cared who killed a mob boss? If anything, they 
did the community some good. 


But... Despite all this; despite being a criminal... She saved Justin. Chie just sat and 
read that same portion over and over again, where she had dragged Justin out of 
the building, her lungs damn near collapsing as she strained herself to do what 
should have been impossible without a gas mask. She killed a man, but in return, 
she rescued Justin... If it wasn’t for Maya, Justin wouldn't be sitting next to Chie 
today, they would have never fallen for each other... Chie would never really know 
what it was like to be loved back... Everything about what Maya did was wrong... 
Yet... Chie couldn’t be mad at her. In actuality, she found herself silently thanking 
Maya in her mind. In a way, Maya had given her the greatest gift... Chie couldn’t 
really believe herself in all honesty; dismissing murder just because she found love 
in the deal. She must have been the most selfish person in the world right now; but 
she didn’t care. If being selfish meant that she had Justin, then go ahead and call 
her Scrooge McDuck. 


She finished reading only a few minutes later, tears filling her eyes a bit before she 
handed the iPod back off to Justin. Not for Justin, who she had seen as the true 
victim in all this, mind you. She shed a tear for Maya. She had done a hero’s deed, 
saved Justin’s life, found redemption... And chose to lose it all. She sacrificed her 
own happiness so that Justin could live in blissful ignorance. Even though she loved 
him, even though she wanted him. She gave it all up. For him. 


“This is awful...!” Chie choked up, her eyes still moist with tears. She didn’t really 
know Maya all that well, all she Knew was that Maya had a huge crush on her 
boyfriend. In a way, she hated her. But not anymore. Now all she could do was pity 
her poor soul; all she had done and sacrificed to make things right. Maybe she was 
after Justin, and maybe Chie should be concerned... But she just couldn’t find it in 
here to hate the person who had given Justin his life back. Justin just sort of sighed 
as he fiddled around with the iPod again, setting it back to the place it had been 
before Maya left this morning. 


“| haven’t read anything else... | get a bad feeling it gets worse.” Justin mused out 
loud. Maya didn’t even seem to acknowledge that day ever happened when she was 
around Justin. She didn’t seem bothered by Justin wandering the television world 
again, nor did she seem to make an allusion to shooting a man in cold blood. 
Though Justin got a bad feeling she wouldn’t react very well if she ever saw that 
Justin carried a piece around on him. However, he did know that Maya refused to 
eat for some inexplicable reason. And despite being deathly afraid of Kurt, she did 
go back to see him at least once. He got the feeling that some of these journal 
entries held the answers to his questions. But he didn’t want to read anymore... He 
just couldn’t. He felt his heart break a little bit reading about the incident, and that 
barely seemed to affect Maya. Now imagine what could have happened that was so 
bad that she wouldn’t eat. He didn’t want to hear it. 


“So... What are we going to do about this?” Chie questioned a look of deep concern 
on her face. Justin sighed a bit, twirling around the dog chains that hung from his 
neck. Justin thought it was a bit strange Maya had held onto his dog tags for him all 
these years. She had tried to avoid subjugating Justin to this, to her any longer, yet 
she didn’t pawn these off or drop them down a sewer somewhere. Maybe she 
couldn’t really let go... Maybe despite letting Justin live without her, she couldn’t 
really live without Justin. Who knew? That wasn’t important right now. They needed 
to figure out the best way to handle this situation. 


“| don’t know. She doesn’t talk about it. Like it never even happened. But | mean... 
She killed a man, Chie. What do you say to a murderer?” Justin questioned out loud. 
She was hoping she would know, but alas, he should have known better. | mean, 
let’s get real for a second here; how the hell was Chie going to know what it was like 
talking to a murderer? This isn’t just something you can relate to, it was something 
awful that no one should have to deal with. But here they were, debating back and 
forth on what to do with Maya. Chie starred at Justin for a while, digging through her 
brain for SOME sort of advice she could give him; but alas, she didn’t exactly have 
any experience with this kind of stuff. She sighed a bit, averting eye contact fora 
brief moment, starring at the wall across the room from her. 


“,.Don’t say anything.” Chie eventually spoke up. Well that wasn’t the advice Justin 
was expecting to get. | mean, Maya had committed murder; this wasn’t just some 
incident they could sweep under the rug... was it? “If she doesn’t talk about it... 
then maybe it’s not worth bringing up...” Justin sighed... Chie might very well be 
right. If she hadn’t brought it up by now, maybe she wasn’t going to bring it up at 
all... And maybe that’s exactly the way she wanted it to be. After all, she left so that 
Justin would forget her. Justin remembered her now, right? So it’s like nothing had 
ever happened. And it’s not like shooting Falcone was wrong... Just... uncomfortable 
for everyone who knew... 


“But what about the shooting?” Justin questioned. He could drop the whole running 
away thing; after all, he was sure Maya wouldn’t want him to dwell on it. He could 


drop Maya sending the Mafia after him; she had a gun pressed against her skull and 
she didn’t have a choice. He could even drop Maya saving his life; as much as he 
wanted to tell her how thankful he was, he knew Maya wouldn’t want Justin to 
mention it. She saved his life because she thought she was the one who fucked it up 
in the first place. He wasn’t sure he could drop the whole shooting thing. She did 
the right thing, sure, but... He wasn’t sure he could just wipe that from his mind. 
Everytime he looked at Maya now, all he could imagine was Maya pointing a gun at 
Falcone. Chie shook her head slightly. 


“It never happened.” Chie responded, as though giving Justin an order. Justin placed 
his hand along his chin, pondering to himself. Never happened... Could he pretend it 
never happened? Maya sure as hell seemed to be, or at the very least, she wasn’t 
bothered by her choice. Justin sighed a bit. Maybe... Maybe he should just forget... | 
mean, what would Maya do if he told her he knew she shot Falcone? Nothing would 
change if he said nothing; they’d all go on with their lives like nothing happened. 
But if he did say something... What then? Justin sighed abit. 


“So... We just act like nothing happened?” Justin questioned. Chie just nodded 
timidly. She understood that it would be difficult to forget, but... They had to. 
Nothing good would come from pursuing this. Maya was no murderer, after all. It 
happened once and with good reason. They just had to let it go. Justin sighed a bit. 
“| won’t say anything if you won’t.” 


“Deal.” Chie remarked. She didn’t need convenience. Justin starred at the iPod he 
had dropped on the table for a while longer. 


“| probably should go through the other entries at some point.” Justin choked up. He 
knew the journal held the secrets to all his questions... But he almost didn’t want to 
know. This thing... Maya shooting Falcone down in cold-blood... He got the feeling 
that wasn’t the worst of it; and yet here Chie and Justin were, agreeing never to 
mention it again, like some forbidden secret. What if he did find out the reason 
Maya wouldn’t eat, and it was horrifying? He didn’t want to. But he felt he needed 
to. At least, he did until Chie placed her hand on Justin’s shoulder, grabbing his 
attention. 


“Some things are better off left unsaid...” Chie remarked, sadness in her eyes. She 
didn’t know what the diary said, but she knew only pain and grief lay within its 
contents. She didn’t want Justin beating himself up over something he had no 
control over. Justin sighed a bit. 


“She doesn’t eat anymore, Chie. And when she does | hear her vomiting up stairs. 
This isn’t just about ignoring the truth; this is about her health...” Justin choked up, 
sorrow in his voice. Chie sighed a bit, turning her attention over to the iPod. 


“You have a computer, right?” Chie questioned. She had an idea. 


“Yeah? Why?” Justin questioned. He was a little confused in all honesty. First of all, 
of course he had a computer; she KNEW he did, because they e-mailed each other 
from time to time. Secondly, what did it matter if he had a computer. 


“Copy the files over, and send them over to me... I’ll read them” Chie replied. She 
knew Justin didn’t want to look at them. Hell she didn’t either... but Justin was right. 
This was something that had to be done. It wasn’t just about pretending something 
awful hadn’t happened. It was about making sure Maya was alright. Justin jumped 
back a bit in his seat, waving his hands about. 


“What!? No! Absolutely not! This is my problem, not yours!” Justin shouted in 
objection. Chie just sighed a bit. She knew Justin wasn’t going to be okay with her 
suggestion. But that didn’t mean she wasn’t going to do it for him. This was 
important; too important to ignore just because Justin didn’t want to drag Chie into 
it. 


“It’s alright Justin. Really.” Chie pleaded with him. 


“No, no it’s not, dammit! | mean look at you. First day out of that bed in a week and 
here | am dropping this bombshell on you. I’ve got it covered.” Justin objected. Chie 
just looked at him a sad look in her eyes; hell in both of their eyes. It was eating 
away at Justin; there was no doubt about it. Hell, he had started calling Maya his 
sister after all. They had a tight bond, and here was this diary... just ripping away at 
his heart strings. It was hard enough reading this from Chie’s position; imagine 
reading this about a family member. Chie couldn’t help but reach out for Justin, 
hugging him in a tight embrace; he looked like he really needed one right now. She 
was right. He was a bit caught off-guard for a moment, but he soon found himself 
hugging Chie back, a tight grip on her slender body. No words were exchanged for a 
moment; no words were needed. In that brief moment, it felt like they understood 
each other perfectly. 


“Please Justin... Do it for Maya...” Chie choked up, her head resting next to his ear, 
her voice whispering softly into his ear. Justin’s eyes teared up a little bit, as he 
stared over Chie’s shoulder. Maybe it was the sweet sound of her voice in his ear. 
Maybe it was the tingling sensation in his body as her body pressed against his. 
Maybe it was just that she was right. Whatever it was, Justin’s heart grew a bit 
heavy. He didn’t want Chie to suffer on his behalf... Yet she did. And she did 
because she loved him. They were in this together, better or worse. 


“lll send them over tonight.” Justin unwillingly choked up. He didn’t want Chie to 
have to read a damn thing from Maya’s journal... But he wasn’t sure he could do it 
himself. He didn’t want Chie to suffer... but he didn’t want Maya to either. All that 
talk about training, manning up and becoming braver so he could protect Chie... 
And he had missed the most obvious problem. It wasn’t that he wasn’t strong 
enough... It’s that he didn’t have the willpower to make that commitment. 
Everything he felt about the girl in his arms right now... And he couldn’t protect 


her... And that’s why he shed tears in their embrace. Because no matter how hard 
he tried, he couldn’t protect her. Not physically. Not emotionally. Not mentally. He 
was no good to her... Sometimes he wondered if she’d be better off falling for 
someone else; if they had never fallen for each other. He loved Chie with every fiber 
of his heart... But he’d rather her be safe than with him... Justin sighed a bit. He 
needed to be stronger for her. She should never have to sit through this bullshit on 
his behalf. He just wished he had the strength to tell her ‘no.’ “I’m sorry Chie...” He 
apologized. Chie just shook her head abit, her chin digging into his shoulder blade. 


“Don’t say sorry. You’re doing a good thing.” 


“No, Chie. You’re doing a good thing. I’m just the guy sending the files.” 


